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masonry work, appeared to offer a helping hand to push and pull the
wheels of his leisurely carriage moving towards the East Vestibule.

Now the winding hilly roads ahead seemed to presage hardship; tfw
blue water in the moats on both sides of the passage coming into his
view hinted at the depth of his task; the cold clouds hanging low fore-
cast the stormy course of Saionji's first administration.
He shut his eyes. Suddenly he noticed a sweet odor in the air.
He nodded to himself. "That fragrance comes from the early plum
blossoms on the terrace already blooming because of the warm weather
this winter. That blossom signifies perseverance and virtue. I shall be
serene."

The caravan at last was in front of the East Vestibule. All alighted
from the jinrikishas. Led by the ceremonial officials, while the others
waited, the Premier-elect entered one of the halls where the officiation
was to take place in 'standing7 style, in imitation of Western ceremonial
manners.

The Lord Keeper of the Privy Seal, Tokudaiji, Saionji's own
brother, stood at the left of the Imperial throne. When Saionji halted
at a short space from the Imperial seat and bowed, His Majesty entered
the hall from the side door,

Saionji stood before the Sovereign, his head slightly forward. He
heard the Emperor's clear, melodious voice.

Looking up, he received a large sheet of parchment, fixed his eyes
on it, read his office and the Imperial Seal, and also in fresh black ink
the counter-signature of his brother Tokudaiji as the Lord Keeper of
the Privy Seal.

His mental strain turned to joy. An expression of great satisfaction
appeared on the face of Tokudaiji, who stood rigid. When their eyes
caught each other's, the Emperor, with a smiling countenance, looked
upon them as if he were going to speak to them.

The ceremony ended as the Sovereign followed by Tokudaiji re-
tired from the hall. In the meantime, the other Ministers were ushered
in and the Sovereign returned to install them as the new Premier took
his brother's place beside the throne.

The relaxed new Ministers emerged through the main doorway. The
sun had just broken through the clouds. As they were about to get into
the jinrikishas for the return to the Party headquarters, there was a
voice calling:

"Kimmochi, Kimmochi! His Majesty wishes to tender you his per-
sonal congratulations."